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	1. Chapter 1

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: To sum it up, this is basically my own (romantic) version of season seven. No more H&C, Gabe comes back, and S&C work out their issues (although that will be more of an off-screen thing since my main interest is just Gabe and Hanna). I also chose that name for the story because my first G&H fan video used that song and it seemed appropriate given the circumstances.  
><strong>

**~*PRESENT DAY-EZRA'S COFFEE SHOP/BOOK STORE*~**

Hanna sat in the comfy chair of the coffee shop while she mused over the events of the last two months of her life. Coming back to Rosewood, seeing Caleb, seeing Caleb date Spencer, getting threats again, kissing Caleb in a moment of weakness, and... Gabe Holbrook coming back into her life.

She remembered the day like it was yesterday - not to sound cliché of course, but it was true.

**~*TWO WEEKS AGO - THE NIGHT OF HANNA'S KIDNAPPING*~**

The lights were flashing all around her and for a moment she didn't know where she was.

_"I'm in an ambulance?" _

Hanna drifted off to sleep...

**~*HOSPITAL*~**

"You suffered quite a bit. We're just going to keep you here under observation for a little while until you get better, okay?" The nurse smiled warmly at Hanna, and Hanna smiled back at her confirming she understood everything.

Hanna looked up at the ceiling and lay for what felt like hours. She wasn't sure what she should be feeling in the moment. Anger? Relief? Worry? She had gone through this more times than she could count, and yet every new experience brought about an emotion she never knew she had.

Suddenly, the door opened and the person that came through it was the last person that Hanna ever expected to see.

"Hi, Hanna."

It was Gabe Holbrook.

"Um...I know I'm probably the last person you want to see right now, but I need to ask you a few questions. You know, about what you just went through."

Hanna was definitely feeling something. The awkwardness was stifling. When she didn't say anything Gabe moved a little closer, but he was still several feet away from her bed.

"Unless you'd rather have Tanner speak to you. I could call her over here if you wan-"

"No! Uh-No, it's fine. I-I can talk to you."

Gabe quickly smiled at her response and made his way over to the chair that was three feet from her bed.

For a few seconds, neither of them said anything. They couldn't even look at each other. Gabe took out his notebook and pen from his jacket pocket, but Hanna suspected he only did so out of anxiety; just something to stall the inevitable. He finally looked up and their eyes locked.

Hanna was struck by something she had not felt since high school, only this time it was different. It felt different somehow. Gabe stammered before he could get the first question out.

"Uh, so let's start this. I know you've been through a lot, but it's helpful for you and your friends if you try and tell me as much as you can. First things first. Can you describe the person that kidnapped you?"

Hanna didn't say anything. She narrowed her eyes at him in anger instead.

"Funny how you completely stop speaking to me for five years, and the only time you do is because of a stupid work assignment."

"Oh, Hanna," he said mockingly with an over-dramatic sigh.

She continued to glare.

"Don't tell me you actually wanted to see me again?"

He raised his eyebrows in amusement.

Hanna fake laughed.

"Please. That would require actual care and respect."

Gabe didn't reply to that, but an annoyed expression flashed across his face for a couple seconds.

"Look, it will make both of our lives easier if you just answer the questions. Now, once again... Can you describe the person that attacked you?"

Hanna stopped glaring at him and adopted a more neutral expression.

"Sure. It was a woman."

"A woman, okay."

Gabe wrote down the information on his notepad.

"I didn't see her face. She was wearing a mask the whole time."

Scribbles.

"A mask?"

"Yeah, it was one of those life-like ones like from a Halloween store."

More scribbles.

"They wore a Halloween mask? Seriously? What, do they think they're part of Scooby doo's mystery gang or something?"

Hanna laughed before she could stop herself, but then she stopped.

"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have laughed."

Gabe put his pen down on the notepad.

"No, it's my fault. I'm the one who said it."

They locked eyes again and that strange yet familiar feeling flooded through Hanna once again. She cleared her throat.

"Well, what else have you got for me?"

**~*THE NEXT DAY*~**

The rest of the interview was fairly easy after they both decided to remain professional. No more jokes, no more snarky commentary, just a simple Q and A.

It was better that way.

Hanna felt the pangs of regret as he left and closed the door behind him, although she wasn't exactly sure why she felt that way. In the back of her head she knew that he and Tanner were going to take on this case, but seeing him walk away from her left her feeling empty.

She remembered the day of his suspension. The day of their fight. It was an event that she had pushed to the back of her mind, but seeing him again made it all come back.

Just when she thought she was going to cry over it, the door opened silently.

"Speak of the devil," Hanna said with a sly smile.

Gabe smiled back at her and made his way slowly over to her bed. He didn't sit down in the visitor's chair, but he did lower his voice to a friendlier tone.

"How are you?"

"Do you want the truth, or do you want me to say, 'I'm fine'?"

"Whatever's okay with you."

Hanna sighed. She honestly didn't know how she felt.

"To be honest...I have no idea what I'm feeling right now."

"Wow. An honest response. I didn't expect that."

"Why? I wasn't lying yesterday."  
>"I know, I just meant...I didn't expect an honest answer from you to me."<p>

"Why wouldn't I give you an honest answer?"

Gabe's face fell and he looked off to the side in shame.

Hanna understood. She nodded.

"Oh, right. Well, that's one way to wake up an elephant that's been sleeping for five years."

"Well technically that elephant would be dead if he was asleep that long."

Gabe smirked at her and Hanna copied him. She sat up straighter on the bed. The awkward silence filled the room again, and Gabe spoke again.

"So... Do you want to talk about 'it'?"

"_It_?"

"Yeah. You know the day I was suspended, how I was a complete jerk to you, how I deserved you telling me off, the fact that we haven't seen each other in five years..."

Hanna's was taken aback by his bluntness. She had only just gotten used to being around him again, and now he wanted to bring _that _up?

"There's nothing to talk about."

"Isn't there?"  
>"No, there isn't. You already said everything."<br>"But I haven't even apologized yet."  
>"Well nothing's stopping you, so what are you waiting for?"<p>

Now it was Gabe's turn to be surprised by her bluntness.

"I just thought - never mind, it's stupid."

"What did you think?"

"It's nothing, really. It's just stupid."

"Really?"

"Trust me, it is."

"Try me."

Gabe didn't say anything for a minute, but then he swallowed his courage.

"I guess I just wanted you to be more upset over this. I was terrible to you Hanna, and we were friends for that brief period before you started going out with Travis. It was just naive and extremely arrogant of me to think you would still be upset after all this time."

Hanna sighed, and motioned for him to sit in the chair. When he did, she leaned slightly closer to him.

"Do you want to know a secret?"

Gabe nodded.

"I hated you for weeks. Of course no one could tell from the way I was behaving, I mean I had college plans and a stalker to keep me occupied, but for those next few weeks I hated you. I hated how you never came to visit me in jail. I hated that I never saw you after coming back from that creepy dollhouse from hell. But pretty soon all those feelings of hate disappeared and I just shoved you into the back of my mind. I tried to forget you and for a while it worked, but when I saw you again for the first time in years, it was like our fight had just happened last week again."

"I see."

The silence came into play once again, and for a while neither of them could think of what to say next.

Gabe opened his mouth to speak once more.

"How do you feel right now?"

"I don't know," she said as she leaned back against her pillow.

"I want to just keep on hating you but... there's a small part of me that just wants to forgive you no matter what. Five years is a long time to heal."

Gabe swallowed and registered her words. This was something that he had started and that alone was why he had to finish it.

"Hanna, I'm...I'm so sorry about everything that went down between us five years ago," the words spilled out before he could stop them.

"I shouldn't have followed you, I shouldn't have grabbed your arm, I shouldn't have tried to kiss you. I was a jerk, and I was wrong to accuse you of working with Alison. My suspension was my own damn fault, and you were right about Alison, about everything. You gave me the push I needed to realize that what happened was _my fault_, not hers, or yours, but _mine_."

It was as if a weight had been lifted off of her shoulders. She smiled at him in relief, grateful for this tiny moment that she never expected would happen to her (not in a million years at least).

Maybe there was hope for them to rekindle their old friendship after all. Looking back on the events surrounding his suspension, Hanna realized she wasn't little-miss-innocent either. She leaned toward him again.

"I'm sorry too," she admitted.

Gabe was surprised by her sudden apology.

"What for? I'm the one who followed you, I'm the only one who should be apologizing right now."

"Yeah, but think about it. I'm just as guilty as you are. I should have asked you in person what you were really up to the day after the Ice Ball. I shouldn't have let the others' accusations of you get to me, but I did."

She smiled. Although it was more of a regretful and sad one than a happy one.

"Looks like we both could have been more honest with each other back then," she said softly.

"Yeah probably," he replied back.

Gabe smiled once more at Hanna, this time apologetically, informing her of just how much he truly regretted his past sins. Before she could stop herself, Hanna reached over and took his hand in hers. That strange, yet familiar feeling poured through her once again, but she didn't really mind it this time around.

"And...I don't need time to forgive you. I already do."

She smiled warmly at him, and he smiled back at her.

Yes, maybe there was hope for them after all.

**~*PRESENT DAY-EZRA'S COFFEE SHOP/BOOK STORE*~**

He thrust the cup of coffee into her hands without missing a beat, and sat down next to her.

"So, any luck?"

Hanna gave him a devil-eyed smirk after she asked him. Gabe looked at her with a mixture of skepticism and annoyance, but she secretly loved getting that reaction out of him. It gave her a thrill of some kind.

"Yes, as a matter of fact Tanner and I have made some great progress in the case. Turns out your stalker was just the maid the entire time."

Hanna rolled her eyes at him.

"Your fake answers were funnier the first time I asked you this," she said with slight disappointment.

"Yeah well," he took a sip of his own coffee, "the joke wasn't as old two weeks ago."

Hanna turned her face into one of disapproval while he pretended to ignore her. Then he turned to face her.

"So, how about you then? Got any new job offers yet?"

She put her cup on the table in front of them and place her hands on her lap.

"I don't know. I mean I've gone to at least two job interviews in two weeks, and neither one of them has called me back yet."

"How's Jordan taking this?"

"Oh, well he's just being Jordan. You know, nice, loving, and supportive. But I don't need support, what I need right now is income."

"This is going to sound completely crazy but... Maybe you could go back to Claudia and beg for your job back."

"But it's been weeks since I walked out on her. Do you think she'd still take me back after being away for so long? No doubt she's already replaced me by now."

"Maybe she will? I don't know Hanna, I've only been in this kind of situation once in my life."

Hanna looked at him as if she was seeing him for the first time all afternoon.

"That's right," she said with realization, "you were suspended from your job."

"That's right I was. It's not the same as quitting or getting fired, but it falls under the same principle. And it was at the start of _my_ career, kind of like what you're going through right now."

"So, what did you do? It couldn't have been easy getting your old job back."

"Hell, it was the hardest thing I ever had to experience, and I've been through a lot so that's saying something."

"So what should I do?"

Gabe looked at her as if he was seriously contemplating his answer.

"Well...first things first...What are your other options?"

Hanna had to think about this for a second.

"Oh! Well, there's this..." Hanna stopped herself and gave small chuckle.

"What?"

"It's nothing, it's silly."

"Oh come on, I deal with silly more than I'd like to admit on a daily basis. Whatever it is, you can tell me."

"Okay, well...a few days before I was kidnapped, my old friend Lucas made me an offer. He said he was going to help me open up my own fashion business."

"Wow, that's certainly not suspicious or anything. What does he do for a living exactly?"

"I'm not exactly sure… Something to do with video games I think."

Gabe leaned back in his seat and smiled at her.

"What's that look for?" She was amused by the smile on his face.

"'Hanna Marin Fashions.' You got to admit, it does have a sort of catchy ring to it. Maybe I'll buy something from you one day."

"Ugh, not with a name like that. 'Marin' sounds so similar to the fish."

"Then what would you call it?"

"Hmm... Ooh! How about 'H and M Nation'?"

"'H and M Nation'?"

"Yeah! I mean it works doesn't it? And we can naturally assume that Jordan will be there working alongside me. Hobart. Marin. See?"

Gabe nodded in understanding, but for a split second Hanna saw something in his eyes that she had never noticed until now.

Regret and jealously.

Suddenly, Olivia Newton John's "Let's Get Physical," could be heard in the background. It took Hanna a second to realize that the sound was coming from her phone. She took it out of her purse and checked the screen.

"Everything okay?"

Gabe was curious, but he was also concerned.

"Just another emergency girls' meeting. But I'll see you around, yeah?"

"Yeah of course."

Hanna smiled at him as she leaned over to take her coffee cup, and then she got up. The first few steps were awkward at first, but she eventually managed to make her way to the door and leave.

Gabe watched her walk away from him, an uneasy feeling creeping over him.

Hope is such a fickle little thing.

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: So that's the first chapter! I already have a bunch of excerpts written out for future chapters, I just need to organize them and all that good stuff. I don't know if this story will ever be finished, but I will try my best. :D  
><strong>


	2. Chapter 2

**~*PRESENT DAY- SPENCER'S HOUSE*~**

Hanna met up with all the girls in Spencer's kitchen. She and Spencer hadn't talked much since she was found, but then again, Spencer never really seemed all that eager to. She never said anything, but deep down, Hanna knew that Spencer had somehow found out about her little kiss with Caleb. Emily told her that she and Caleb decided to take a break and that Spencer just wanted to focus on finding whoever this new 'A' was.

Spencer paced around the room while the rest of them sat on the couch.

"So it's been two weeks and the police still haven't found anything. Of course! Because why should five years make any difference?"

Aria was in the same boat as her.

"Yeah, I mean I almost got thrown in jail because I was with Ezra that night. And then Hanna gets kidnapped? Who's to say it won't happen to one of us next?"

"Well, whoever this 'A' is, they've been quiet for two weeks. Maybe that's a good thing?" Emily offered her optimism.

Suddenly a ring could be heard from Hanna's phone. She got it out of her bag and looked at the screen.

She had a new message.

**Like mother, like daughter.**

**Only this time, you actually **_**believed**_** that the cop was good.**

**Watch me and you'll think otherwise.**

**:) :D :p *O*:U ;) :)) :D**

Hanna showed her message to Emily and Aria.

"Okay, can I just say that these emojis are really starting to get on my nerves?"

The other girls murmured their agreement with Aria's statement.

"What's that?" Spencer asked them as she made her way over to them.

"Hanna got a video message from annoying 'A'-moji'," Aria replied.

"Well? What are you waiting for, Han? Open it," Emily told her.

Hanna clicked on the video link tab, and a surveillance video popped up.

It was the church at night.

For a couple of seconds, nothing happened, but then a mysterious man made his way over to the church doors. He turned around and then quickly made his way inside.

"That was Holbrook!" Aria cried.

"What was he doing there that night?" Emily replied.

"Guys, check out the date," Spencer told them.

"That's the night 'A' kidnapped me," Hanna said quietly.

"In this case, Holbrook," Aria said with disgust.

"That might have been what he wanted. Get your guard down so he could worm his way back into your life again," Emily told Hanna.

"Well, _if_ that is true, he picked the wrong girl to mess with," Hanna replied back to her.

**~*PRESENT DAY-EZRA'S COFFEE SHOP/BOOK STORE*~**

He was still in the coffee shop, only this time he was reading a book. What that book was, Hanna didn't really care. Not right now.

She walked over to him, but she didn't say anything. Gabe didn't say anything either for a few seconds, but then he calmly collected himself.

"Yes?"

"It was you!"

"When?"

His attempts at being nonchalant were futile, and he knew this.

"You kidnapped me!"

He put down the book he was reading and got up to face her. Good thing she was wearing heels, or else he'd have to look down at her.

"Wow, one meeting with your friends and suddenly I'm the bad guy again. That's what you'd like to think huh?"

**~*THE NIGHT OF HANNA'S KIDNAPPING*~**

Gabe sat in his cop car across from the church, musing over his unfortunate circumstances as he popped the occasional caramel into his mouth.

_"How did I find myself back here again? That cop Lorenzo, or whoever he was, leaves and now I'm the first person they call to investigate Cec- Charlotte's murder? I never should have let Tanner talk me into coming back to this god-forsaken town..."_

As if by chance, Gabe turned his head and spotted a pair of legs disappearing into the door of the church. Or rather, a pair of legs being _dragged_ into a church.

_"Hello? What do we have here?"_

He opened the car door and made his way to the church, being extra careful not to make a sound as he maneuvered around the bushes.

He looked at the church door entrance. It was slightly ajar. He turned around to see if anyone was following him, but there was no one. So he quietly made his way inside.

Clang! Bang!

"Hello?!" He yelled in the empty church.

_"Damn it! Rookie mistake," _he thought.

There was no time to scold himself, so he did the first thing that came to his mind.

He ran toward the direction of the sound.

Up the stairs he went until he found the source of the sound.

He was shocked.

Someone was dragging Hanna Marin's body through the floors of the church attic.

"Hanna?! What are you doing with her?!"

The instinct came over him before he could stop himself.

He pulled out his gun.

He couldn't see the person's face since they had on a mask, but he could tell that the sight of the gun spooked whoever it was. The mystery person hovered for a moment or two, and then they ran off, leaving Hanna to crumble on to the floor.

Gabe decided against running after the perp, and crouched over Hanna. She had blood near her mouth, and looked pretty worn out. He put his fingers to her neck, checking for a pulse.

There was.

_"Five years..." _he thought with a heavy heart.

He sighed, and took out his cellphone from his jacket pocket.

"Hi, this is detective Holbrook. I need an ambulance at..."

**~*PRESENT DAY-EZRA'S COFFEE SHOP/BOOK STORE*~**

"And you never told me this because...?"

"I couldn't think of the right time to tell you. I'm sorry."

"Okay, but that doesn't explain how the doctors and nurses never told me this."

"I told them to keep the identity of your rescuer anonymous. I didn't want to make a big deal out of it."

"'Rescuer' huh? That's a little bold, even for you," Hanna said quietly.

"Yeah well," Gabe shrugged half-heartedly like it was no big deal.

Hanna looked like she was going to slap him for a second, but then she did something surprising.

She hugged him.

"Not that I'm complaining, but I don't think this is a good idea," Gabe said confused.

They were still embracing.

"Why not? If you're telling the truth then you deserve this. I could have died that night."

"Yeah, but remember what happened the last time you hugged me?"

They pulled away from each other. Hanna grinned at him.

"Right. That 'spur-of-the-moment' kiss. Well that was over five years ago, and I've learned a lot since then. You're just not my type Gabe, sorry."

"Ouch!" He pretended to look offended. "And here I thought we were friends again."

Hanna laughed.

"Well I suppose you could be my type in some sort of alternate universe without Jordan in it."

"Or Caleb."

She stopped laughing.

Nothing like an awkward silence to fill up response time.

Suddenly, Hanna didn't want to stay there anymore. She didn't want to talk about this with anyone, least of all him.

"Hey, you know what? I should probably get back to the girls. You know, now that we've crossed you off the suspect list..._Again_," she finished with a small laugh.

She started to leave, but then Gabe stopped her by gently grabbing her arm.

"Hey...If you guys actually have anyone worthy of suspicion, be sure to tell us."

Hanna looked at him with her lips pursed.

"Look, I know the cops aren't your favorite kind of people, but I actually do want to help you find this person. And the only way to do that is if you guys stop keeping secrets from us."

Deep down, Hanna knew he was right.

"Okay, fine. But I'm only talking to _you_."

He let go of her arm.

**AUTHORS' NOTE: Kind of a weird place to cut it off, but I'm in a hurry to get through these already-written-out chapters, ha ha ha. I just want to get to the good sickenly-adorable bits because I miss this ship so much, and writing this is very cathartic for me.**


	3. Chapter 3

**~*TWO DAYS LATER-THE RADLEY*~**

He was leaning against the main bar with a drink in his hands. They hadn't been alone since _that_ night...

"Hey, do you have a second to talk?"

"Sure," Caleb told Hanna.

They walked over to a couch and sat down.

"So, I heard you and Spencer broke up."

"Yeah. Yeah, we did."

"Why did you?"

Hanna looked at him expectantly.

"Uh, I just felt bad about what happened between us that night. I thought it was best if we had some space. She agreed."

Hanna looked disappointed, but Caleb seemed unfazed by it.

"Oh. Does she know that we...You know...Kissed?"

"Yeah, she does. I couldn't lie to her about it. She deserved better than that," he told her.

Hanna smiled at Caleb.

_"Even now, he's still as good as ever. How could I ever love anyone else besides him?"_

They stared at one another for what felt like hours, the urge to kiss him coming over her once again. For a second Hanna thought they would, but then Caleb cleared his throat.

"So, look...I think we shou-" he stopped.

"What? What's wrong?"

"Holbrook is here. He's watching us."

"What?"

Hanna turned around and spotted Gabe sitting at a table.

"Ugh, I'll be right back," Hanna said as she got up.

She walked over to Gabe who pretended not to notice that she was there.

"Having some undercover fun, or whatever it is you cops do these days?"

He turned his head to smile up at her.

"Trust me, the life of a cop is not as exciting as it looks on TV."

She narrowed her eyes at him.

"Were you spying on me?"

"Well, not intentionally. I literally just noticed you were here ten seconds ago, and I was just curious. Caleb just caught me looking at a bad time. Good thing too," he finished with a chuckle as he put a cup of coffee to his lips.

Hanna crossed her arms.

"What's that supposed to mean?"

He stopped himself from enjoying his coffee.

"You still love him," he replied casually.

"Excuse me?!" Hanna whispered harshly.

"It's kind of obvious. Your face pretty much said it all."

"Yeah, well," Hanna was starting to feel uncomfortable, "You don't know what you're talking about."

She turned around and walked back over to Caleb who was still sitting on the couch.

"So what did he want?"

"Huh?"

"Holbrook? Why was he looking at us?"

"Oh! He just...wanted to talk to me about the investigation," she said as she sat down on the couch again.

"Right. Well, before when I was talking, there was something I needed to tell you."

"What?"

"I think we should just be friends."

"We are friends remember?" She said with a wink.

"No," Caleb laughed, "I mean...just friends."

"Oh," she said disappointed.

"Look, it's not that I don't care about you Hanna, but...we need to figure out we want for ourselves while we're still single. I don't want to ruin what you have with Jordan."

She sighed and looked at him.

"You know what? You're absolutely right."

**~*NIGHTTIME THREE HOURS LATER-LUCAS'S APARTMENT*~**

"_I can't believe I'm about to do this. But I have to do this. I don't want to break his heart but…ugh. I hate this."_

Hanna's thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the door unlocking. She got up from the couch and quickly walked over to the door. It opened just in time.

"Hanna!"

Jordan threw his arms around her in a protective embrace as he walked through the door.

But something was wrong.

He let go of her and noticed the sad expression on her face. She looked like she was going to cry.

"Hanna...What is it?"

Hanna looked around the room as if she wasn't sure where to start.

"Um...I think you should sit down, Jordan."

He nodded and they sat down at the table.

"Listen..." she started slowly, "I care about you so much. You deserve the best in life, but..."

"It's not you," he finished for her.

Hanna nodded grimly.

"I'm so sorry Jordan, but…I-I can't marry you. I rushed into this marriage because...I broke up with Caleb shortly before we met, and I was just using you to get over him."

"Oh."

Hanna tried to fight back the tears, but they spilled out.

"I really am sorry, Jordan. I really am. I made your parents waste all that money on a wedding that was never gonn-"

"It's fine."

"It's not!"

"No, it really is. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't a little upset, but I'm glad you told me. It's better than being left at the altar on the day of our wedding."

Hanna chuckled at his small joke. Jordan slowly got up and headed to the stairs.

Hanna knew what he was doing.

He was packing.

**~*NIGHTTIME TEN MINUTES LATER-LUCAS'S APARTMENT*~**

He was at the door with his suitcase.

"So..." Hanna walked slowly over to him.

"So..." Jordan replied back.

"I guess this is it."

"Yeah...I guess so."

Hanna stood on her tiptoes and hugged him tightly.

"I don't know how many times I can say I'm sorry but-"

He released her.

"Then, don't."

She smiled at him, but she felt like crying once more.

"Oh, god look at me. I'm gonna cry again."

He gently caressed her face.

"Good bye, Hanna."

"Good bye, Jordan."

He took his hand away, and picked up the suit case. He opened the door, and then he turned around.

"I'll send you your things by mail once I get back."

"Oh, that's nice of you. Thank you."

Jordan looked at her tenderly; he knew that they would never see each other again after this.

"I hope you find what you're looking for, Hanna."

Hanna grinned at him.

"I hope the same for you."

He smiled warmly at her as he left, closing the door behind him.


	4. Chapter 4

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: I'm not an expert on the fashion industry, or how the job process for it works. I should probably research it, but I'm not going to. Hey, at least I'm admitting it, ha ha ha. Oh, and I just noticed my incorrect grammar on the "Author's note." Hmmm. Oh well.**

**~*ONE WEEK LATER-MORNING IN LUCAS'S APARTMENT*~**

Hanna was on the phone with Mary, a woman who worked for one of the companies she had gone to interview for a few weeks earlier.

"Alright, Ms. Marin, you are in luck. Someone in our department is very interested in you becoming their assistant. Miss Sally Hollins."

"Really?"

"Well, her last assistant had to quit due to personal issues, but you were the next person on her list, so."

"Oh, well that's still great! When do I start?"

"Two days. I hope you're ready."

"Oh, I am. Thank you! Thank you so much."

"You're welcome, hon. Oh, and one more thing. There's this fashion show we're having in Rosewood next month, which is perfect because you're still living there at the moment, yes?"

"Yes."

"Go to it. You didn't hear this from me, but a little birdy told me you don't want to miss it. Plus, the host always throws one hell of a party, so there's that too."

Hanna laughed.

"Oh, well. Guess I'd better start getting ready now. But look, thank you so much for this."

"Sure. Bye."

"Bye."

Hanna hung up the phone grinning from ear to ear.

Things were definitely looking up.

Well...career wise at least.

As far as her love life?

Well, that remains to be seen.

**~*ONE HOUR LATER-THE MARIN HOUSEHOLD*~**

Emily was sitting at the table in the kitchen while Hanna dug through the sink for a clean spoon.

"So, you're an assistant again?" Emily asked Hanna.

"Yeah," she answered.

A spoon! Finally.

"Ha ha! Found you," She said triumphantly.

"I'm sorry."

Hanna waved her spoon-free hand.

"It's fine."

She walked over to the fridge.

"Really? I thought you'd be more upset over it since you just wasted two years of your life."

"You know it's weird," Hanna opened the refrigerator and took a yogurt out of it.

"I actually was upset the day that Claudia let me go and I walked out of there like some dumb-ass fashionista, but...I don't know, Em. So much has changed since then."

She closed the refrigerator, opened the yogurt and dug her spoon into it.

"What do you mean?" Emily asked her before she could put the dairy-product into her mouth.

"I just mean...I was kidnapped...I broke up with a man I thought I was gonna marry...I don't know, I just feel like on the list of priorities, a career in fashion just feels like number three."

"You're not gonna quit now are you?"

"Hell no! Are you kidding me? There's no way I'm backing down from this career now. And I actually do love working in fashion."

"Well, how are you these days? You know since..."

_Since you broke off your engagement with Jordan._

Hanna could read between the lines.

"I'm fine, really. Plus, it was wrong of me to lead Jordan on like that. He didn't deserve that. And, you know Caleb's right...We both need to be single in order for us to figure out what we want."

"And what do you want?"

"I think I want Caleb."

"You think?"

Hanna put a scoop into her mouth.

"At this point, thinking is all I've got these days."

**~*FOUR HOURS LATER-THE RADLEY*~**

Hanna and Gabe were sitting at a table outside waiting for their order. Fortunately, they had an appetizer-sized plate of chips in front of them.

"What is this? Sea salt?"

"Um, I think that's paprika actually."

"Oh. Well that's disgusting. I have a bad memory involving paprika that I prefer not to get into."

Gabe moved the plate away from him.

"So, what did you want to meet me here for?" He asked her.

"What? Can't friends hang out in restaurants together without it turning into something?"

Gabe chuckled at her answer.

"Anyone else, sure. But when it comes to you and your friends I'm always a little suspicious of you four. Including you. No offense."

"_Offense taken_...Wait," Hanna crossed her arms on the table and leaned closer to him, "Are we really that suspicious to you guys?"

"Yeah."

Apparently this was obvious to _just_ _about everyone_ except them.

"What do you think? You guys are always keeping secrets from everyone, and you always seem to be stuck in the middle of murder investigations."

"Huh. That's...huh," she said with a dumbfounded expression.

Hanna shook off the expression and took her arms away from the table.

"Guess I never really gave that much thought about how we'd look to the outside world."

She took a few chips from the plate and munched on them.

Gabe crossed his arms and leaned back in his chair.

"So...What exactly am I doing here?"

"Oh," Hanna swallowed her mouth full of chips, "Right."

"Well, I invited you here because I needed some advice."

"Advice on what?"

"Well, I broke off my engagement with Jordan a week ago and-"

Gabe sat up straighter in his seat.

"Hold on a second...You broke off your engagement with Jordan?"

"Yes. I couldn't keep lying to him, and I think he deserved better than me stringing him along until the wedding in May."

"Is this because of Caleb? You _are_ still in love with him! Well, it didn't take a genius to figure that out."

"Yes, you turned out to be right, whoo-hoo. You'll get a damn parade later," she said sarcastically.

He smiled at her joke.

"I don't understand your need for my advice though."

"Well I just need to ask you one thi-"

A server interrupted her as he put down their food in front of them. They both thanked him, and then he left. Gabe stole a roll off of Hanna's plate and started buttering it with a knife.

"Anyway, I need to ask you one thing. It's about Caleb."

He stopped what he was doing.

"Okay."

He put the knife down on the table, the roll still in his hand.

"I am officially freaked out, but I'll listen."

She rolled her eyes, but kept her composure.

"How do I get Caleb back?" She asked him bluntly.

"Wait, what? I'm sorry, but _what?_"

He looked at her as if she had grown three heads right there in front of him.

"_God, please don't make me say it again._ Look, I know it's weird, but I needed to ask someone...honest. And someone who's been out of the loop for five years."

He firmly shook his head.

"Listen, Han...I can't give you advice on this."

"Why not?"

"You're not gonna like what I have to say, and since you want honesty, well..."

"_Honesty is good!_ It's why I'm asking you."

He let the roll fall down onto his plate and sighed heavily.

"Alright...Here goes nothing...You are still in love with your high school boyfriend. You probably never stopped loving him, even after you met Jordan."

"Yeah, I already know this part. So what should I do to get him back?"

Gabe hesitated.

"I-I I...I just think that you should move on from this 'first love' fantasy that you have."

"It's not a crime to still be in love with your first love," she said dreamily.

"Of course," he said as he looked into her eyes.

Hanna smiled and put her head down.

"Unless..."

She looked up.

"You're planning on ruining his relationship with his ex-girlfriend more than you already have. Oh, and your supposed 'best friend' too I should add," he finished with a slight chuckle.

"Is that supposed to be funny? Because it's not."

"I'm just being honest. You really think that because you two shared a 'moment' on the night of your kidnapping he's just going to choose you all over again?"

"Caleb and I were one of the only things that ever made sense in my life. And I'm pretty sure he still feels the same."

"Right. You're 'sure'," he air quoted her with his fingers.

He leaned back in his seat again, a curious expression coming over him.

"Have you even talked to Spencer about this?"

"She...doesn't want to talk."

Hanna took a sip of her water.

"Right. So it doesn't even matter that you guys broke up years ago and that your friend was happy with him. Your happiness is the only thing that matters right? Damn Spencer to Hell I guess."

Hanna opened her mouth in shock at what he just said.

"Caleb and I...we still love each other! Our moment was good because it was something...romantic."

"Oh yeah. Cheating is just so romantic," Gabe said sarcastically.

"Oh no. Don't you _dare_ give me grief about this. You of all people have no right."

"Why not? You rightfully told me off when I was suspended. Am I not allowed to do the same to you for some reason?"

"Are you saying I shouldn't get back together with Caleb?"

"By all means, do what you want. _It's your life_. But as your friend, it's my job to be honest. And honestly, I can't see this going anywhere good. Someone's gonna end up getting hurt because of this."

Hanna was starting to get annoyed with Gabe's "honesty."

"_You're wrong_. I'm not engaged to Jordan anymore, so all that needs to happen now is for Caleb to realize he wants to be with me again and not Spencer."

"_Wow_," Gabe chuckled at her last few words. "I'm not even going to comment on that sentence, but good luck with that."

Hanna didn't respond to his remark.

"Eat your rolls," she told him bitterly.

They finished their meal in silence.

**~*ONE HOUR LATER-GABE'S APARTMENT IN ROSEWOOD*~**

"I swear there are more books than furniture in this place," Hanna said amused.

"Hey, I gotta have something to keep me occupied when I work."

Gabe walked over to his couch, and sunk into the seat. Hanna stood in the middle of the floor with her hands on her hips.

A minute passed before Gabe spoke again.

"So…Are we done talking about the whole Caleb situation? You were awfully quiet on the drive over here."

"I…I don't know," she crossed her arms.

"Well, just say the word and I'll stop talking about it."

Hanna walked closer to him.

"Not yet. I want to know why you think Caleb and I won't work out our problems. Why you think the whole 'first loves' idea is ridiculous, because you clearly do."

"Look…You told Spencer that it was okay for her to date Caleb. She waited two years to start dating him out of respect, for _you_, her _friend_, and now all of a sudden when someone else wants him, you want him back all over again even though you-"

"God, not this again."

She turned her head away from him in disgust.

"I'm only telling you the truth," he rose from the seat, "You told me that's what you wanted."

"Yes! I wanted the truth from _you_, my _friend_. Keyword, _friend_!"

"What am I supposed to do? You want the truth? Well here it is: You and Caleb getting back together is nothing but a selfish act. It's not _true love_."

"As if _you_ know anything about the concept of 'true love,'" she said, copying his finger quotes from earlier.

"I know cheating isn't romantic."

"So what do you want me to do, huh? Just give up on Caleb completely?"

Hanna could see that he was starting to get angry.

"Hey, I already told you. Do what you want. If you want to ruin your friend's life because of your own refusal to let go and your own selfish needs…_be my guest_," he said coldly.

Hanna put on a cruel smile.

"_Of course_. Because I should just be like you, right? Throw a fit when I get into trouble and pretend like I did nothing wrong by blaming others for my mistakes instead!"

"Are you seriously using my past mistakes to justify your argument? Are you kidding me? And you're one to talk about having anger issues, I mean you're practically yelling at me right now."

"YES, BECAUSE YOU'RE NOT MAKING ANY SENSE!"

"GOOD GOD, HANNA! HOW MANY TIMES DO I…"

He breathed in and out a couple of times to calm himself down.

"Listen…_You had your shot with Caleb_. He left you. He got fed up with your work schedule, and you both moved on to other people. At this point, if you pursue him, there's a very strong chance your friendship with Spencer will be ruined forever, and you'll both end up getting hurt in the end."

Hanna didn't say anything. Instead, she left, slamming the door behind her as she did so.

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: I've got this little head!canon telling me that if Gabe and Hanna ever got the chance to talk again, they would be brutally honest with each other. Even if it makes the other person uncomfortable. Just a little something I thought of after Hanna yelled at him in 5x18. Just another reason why this ship had the potential to be awesome and why the writers made an enormous mistake. **


	5. Chapter 5

**~*TWO HOURS LATER*~**

Hanna walked around the streets of Rosewood. Nighttime would be there soon, but she didn't really care. She was too angry with Gabe to care about anything.

_"I can't believe him! What the hell does he know about me and Caleb? We've always found a way to work out our problems. So what if Caleb and I met in high school? Plenty of happily married couples met when they were still in high school. But I'm gonna prove him wrong..."_

She took out her cellphone and looked at the contact screen. She pushed the button.

"Hanna? Why are you calling me? How'd you even get this numb-"

"Hi, Toby."

"What do you want?"

Hanna smiled.

"I need some information."

**~*HALF AN HOUR LATER*~**

Knock Knock!

Caleb opened the door to find a somewhat disheveled Hanna.

"Hey...Are you alright?"

"I...am...great," she said emphasizing every word.

"Okay...So what are you doing here? How did you even know I was living here?"

"I asked around. More specifically, I asked Toby, who told me, and well..."

He smiled awkwardly at her.

"Well, is there anything I can do for you? Did 'A-moji' finally come out again?"

"Not yet. Which is a good thing because I'd really hate it if they killed one of us before I had the chance to do this."

She grabbed his face with her hands and pressed a kiss onto his lips.

"Wait!"

He gently pushed her away.

"I can't do this, Hanna."

"Why not? You made your feelings perfectly clear the night we tried to take down 'A' remember?"

He used his hand to wipe away the kiss from his lips. Something he'd never done in the entire time they were together...

"Looking back on that night, I really think that kiss was just a mistake."

Hanna's face fell. Caleb stood for a minute or two deciding what he was going to say next.

"Uh...Why don't we sit down?"

She followed him to a couple of seats inside, and they sat down.

"There's something I haven't told you," he said nervously. "On the night you were kidnapped, 'A' taunted all of us. And I was so desperate to find you alive that I teamed up with Mona of all people, just so I could find you."

"Yeah, I know. Mona told me after I got out of the hospital."

The clock on the wall filled up the silence of their surroundings.

"But what she didn't tell you is how disappointed I was after you were found. All those hours driving around the Lost Woods Resort, imagining the worst, and then in a strange twist you end up being saved by some anonymous stranger."

Hanna swallowed. She hadn't told anyone that Gabe saved her, but he wasn't exactly her favorite person at the moment, so there was really no need to say anything.

"Not that I wasn't grateful for your safety, but I was so hyped up on adrenaline that night that I wasn't thinking straight. That whole time thinking you chose your work over me, only to find out you came back...I got caught up in the moment."

The tick of the clock on the wall seemed to grow louder.

_"Was that clock always so loud?"_ She thought.

"What are you saying Caleb?"

"I'm so sorry, Hanna. We had our chance, but...kissing you that night was a mistake. I've had some time to fully think about things and...The past can't be changed. I left, and you moved on. _We both moved on_."

He swallowed before saying the next sentence.

"And I realized...I am in love with Spencer."

That last sentence hit her like a Tsunami.

"You love her, huh?"

She tried to fight back the tears.

"It took me a while to realize it, but yes I do. When we were talking at The Radley a week ago, there was a moment when I stared into your eyes. Three years ago, I would have gladly kissed you. But now...that urge is gone."

She let a tear drop from her eye.

"I see. So you don't want to kiss me anymore?"

He could see that she was close to having an emotional break-down.

"Hanna…You are very important to me. You were the first love of my life, but..."

Tears. This time from him, not her.

"We can't go back to the way we used to be," he said with his voice cracked. "I'm so sorry, the last thing I ever wanted to do was hurt you but-"

Hanna got up abruptly before he could finish.

"Yeah! I get it. You're not in love with me anymore. You love Spencer."

"Hanna look-"

"No, I get it. Trust me I do."

She walked to the door and opened it, but before leaving, she turned around to look at Caleb.

"Feel free to tell Spencer what just happened. You'll need that honesty if you want an actual shot at getting her back again."

She left.

**~*THE NEXT MORNING*~**

He was sitting on the bench in front of the church. She power-walked over to him.

"You were right! _Okay?! _You were right about everything. Start preparing your 'I-told-you-so' speech!"

Gabe kept his mouth shut.

"Caleb, he loves..." Hanna took a breath, "He really does love Spencer now."

She fell into the seat next to him and let the tears fall silently. Gabe had yet to say a word.

"God, how could I have been so stupid?" She scolded herself.

"You just made a mistake. It happens to everyone," he told her gently.

"Gabe...I broke off my engagement with one of the nicest guys I've ever met because I was dumb enough to believe that Caleb and I could go back to the way we were. God..._Why didn't I listen to you? I should have listened to you!_ I'm such an idiot."

She put her face in her hands.

"Look, I might have been a little too harsh on you yesterday. But it's going to be alright."

She lifted her face from her hands.

"No! No, it's not going to be alright. I had something good and I messed it up."

Gabe stared at his own hands, trying to figure out what to say next.

"Did you love him? Jordan?"

"I don't know," she sniffled. "I mean I did care about him, but I only jumped into an engagement with him because I was trying to force myself to move on from Caleb. I don't think I could ever see myself being married to him. Or anyone else for that matter."

Gabe looked up from his hands and put his hand on her shoulder.

"Oh come on. Don't be like that."

"Like what? A pathetic and sobbing mess?"

"Listen," he carefully took her hands in his, "You will get through this."

Hanna shook her head in disbelief.

"_Yes, you will_. You will find someone else to love, and when you find him, your feelings for Caleb will just be a distant memory. You just have to be open to it."

The awkward tension was close to making a comeback; he let go of her hands.

"So listen, Tanner wants me to do some work on the Charlotte Dilaurentis case, but I can stay here with you if you want."

Hanna looked at him sadly.

"No. No, you can go. I just need to be alone for a couple of days. Or a couple hundred maybe."

**~*THREE DAYS LATER-THE MARIN HOUSEHOLD*~**

Hanna lay in her old bedroom, looking up at the ceiling. She had just gotten back from her new job; a job she was grateful for because of the distraction it gave her from all of her...problems.

But on the other hand, it also made her realize how stupid she'd been acting since she came back to Rosewood.

_"Why did I think messing up my friendship with Spencer was a good idea? Grabbing Caleb's hand in front of her like that? Hoping he'll leave her for me instead? Thinking of cheating as something romantic? Damn it. I'm not in high school anymore, and it's time I started acting like it."_

She reached over and grabbed her cellphone from the nightstand.

CONTACT LIST:

SPENCER HASTINGS

She stared at the name until the letters stopped making sense. She put the phone to her mouth and closed her eyes.

"Just one call, Hanna," she told herself out loud.

With her eyes open she pushed the button.

Five seconds passed...then ten seconds...

_"Please pick up, Spence. Please,"_ she thought sadly.

"Hanna?"

She didn't sound too annoyed. Thank God.

"Spence!"

"What do you want?"

"I...I think we need to talk. Not on the phone. Can you meet me at my mom's house?"

Silence. Did she hang up? Hanna started to assume the worst when-

"Okay. I'll be there in an hour."

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: Ooh! What's going to happen next? Caleb also lives in that place he crashed in after coming back from Ravenswood. I know I never said it, but it's because I didn't want him living in Spencer's barn or in the Marin household. So I just settled for ambiguous. Ha ha. **


	6. Chapter 6

**~*ONE HOUR LATER-THE MARIN HOUSEHOLD*~**

Hanna was sitting at the table in her mom's kitchen.

She checked her cellphone.

8:07 PM

_"Where is she? I hope she didn't back down from coming over,"_ she thought to herself.

Suddenly, a knock could be heard from behind her.

Hanna turned around and saw Spencer behind the glass door.

For a flash of a second, Hanna went through a strange sense of Déjà Vu.

She dismissed the feeling and got up to open the door.

Spencer walked past her without saying a word.

"Um...I'm glad you decided to come, Spence," Hanna said closing the door. "Honestly, I wasn't sure you would make it."

"Well...here I am," Spencer replied.

Her tone was neutral; neither angry nor sad. Which somehow made Hanna feel ten times worse than she already did.

But she fought through it.

"I understand that you're upset with me," Hanna started slowly, "but I want you to just hear me out."

Spencer nodded once to confirm she understood.

"I was wrong."

Spencer's eyes widened in shock. She clearly was not expecting _that_ to happen when she came over.

"Wait, what?" She asked quietly.

"_I was wrong_. I was wrong to grab Caleb's hand in front of you like that. I was wrong to kiss him the night I was kidnapped. I should have just been honest with you, Spence. I was in the wrong all along, not you. You did everything right. I was just being selfish because I wasn't over Caleb and the thought of seeing him with someone else...It annoyed me, and I should have just been upfront with you about it. All those things that I did...not very mature of me."

Spencer was speechless. When she didn't say anything else, Hanna resumed talking.

"And a few days ago, I kissed him, or I tried to kiss him thinking I could get him back again. He rejected me. At first I was upset, but then I realized something. I realized that I hadn't been a very good friend to you. And that's something that I _never_ wanted to happen. So I guess what I'm trying to say is...I'm sorry, Spence. I really am, and...I hope...I hope someday you'll be able to forgive me."

Spencer walked a few feet away from her as though she were deciding what the right reaction was, and then she finally spoke, her back to Hanna.

"I was so upset when I found out what happened between you and Caleb. I even blamed myself, can you believe it?" She added with a light chuckle. "I blamed myself for falling in love with him. I told myself, 'God, Spence there you go again...falling for guys you shouldn't be with.' And then I was angry at both of you for about two seconds, and then I decided it wasn't worth it. I decided that finding 'A' was all I had left to do in this town, and that as soon as they were found, I would head back to Washington without a second thought."

Spencer walked back over to Hanna who had not moved since she left.

"You were right, you know? _You should have been honest with me before I started dating Caleb_ but...we never should have let a guy, of all things, come between us either."

Hanna started smiling tearfully.

"Look, I'm not saying we'll be able to go back to the way we used to be but...your friendship is still important to me, Han. And as badly as you screwed up, how could I not forgive you?"

Spencer smiled at Hanna genuinely for the first time in forever, and she wrapped her arms around the short blonde.

"Wow. An apology gets me a hug? Guys better watch out," Hanna said amused.

Spencer let go of her and smirked at her.

"Caleb loves you, you know?" Hanna told her softly.

"He told you?"

Tonight was full of surprises for Spencer.

"Yeah. It was actually the reason why he rejected me."

Spencer looked as if she wanted to smile, but she suppressed it and cleared her throat.

"Well, Caleb and I are on a break right now, so it doesn't even matter anymore," she said casually.

"Of course it does! If you love him then you should fight for him. Don't let him walk away from you."

Spencer didn't reply to that, but Hanna could tell that the thought of dating Caleb again was not far off from the brunette's mind.

"So...who were those guys specifically?" Hanna asked her slightly changing the subject. "The ones you never should have fallen for?"

"Oh, you know. Ian...Wren. Just to name a few."

"Okay, but Ian was Melissa's husband and Wren was engaged to her. Plus, they were both way older than us when we were in high school. If anything, they should have respected that instead of taking advantage of an impressionable teenage girl."

"Wow!" Spencer said surprised. "Where did you pick that up?"

"I started watching a lot of talk shows over the years. That, and I finally got some common sense."

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: Kind of a short update, but hooray for Spencer and Hanna apologies! Also, I'm starting to get tired of naming chapters, so I'm just going to take away all the titles, ha ha. Here are the former chapter titles in case you happen to be stumbling upon this story now… Ch 1: Over-due Apologies; Ch 2: Secrets Revealed; Ch 3: Old Flames and Broken Hearts; Ch 4: Stupid Denial; and Ch 5: Please Don't Kiss and Tell.**


	7. Chapter 7

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: Wow, over 10,000 words now. And they said writing essays in college would be hard, ha ha. I also just realized that my eleven year anniversary in this place was on April 10****th****. Time sure flies doesn't it? But you know, it is kind of funny. The fandoms I'm writing for (or used to in some cases) both start with a 'P' and they both feature a brunette guy/blonde girl.**

**Anyway, on with the story!**

**~*TWO DAYS LATER – 8 AM IN EZRA'S COFFEE SHOP/BOOKSTORE*~**

"Gabe!"

He looked up to find a frantic Hanna scurrying over to him as if she had just come back from running a marathon. She held up the image of a rather...disastrous outfit on her phone.

"What do you think about thi-"

"The colors don't match," he said quickly. He looked down at the book in his lap and resumed reading it.

Hanna breathed out in disbelief.

"That's not what I was gonna say."

He looked up and smirked at her.

"The colors still don't match."

"I'm sorry, which one of us has the career in fashion here? You or me?"

He put the book beside him.

"Look, all I'm saying is that the colors don't match. I think black would go so much better with that skirt."

"Well of course it would! Black goes with everything! And since when are you such a fashion expert?"

"I'm not, but that doesn't mean I don't know a thing or two about putting a decent outfit together."

**~*FLASHBACK SIX YEARS AGO - ROSEWOOD HIGH HALLWAY*~**

Hanna didn't want to hear Aria's taunts anymore._ "Every cop has a first name, right? So why should Gabe be any different?" _She thought as they walked to Aria's locker.

"Is he into fashion or something?" Aria asked her half-serious, half-amused.

"No, Aria," Hanna answered her, annoyed.

**~*END OF FLASHBACK*~**

"You think you know someone," Hanna moved two steps closer, "and then they surprise you."

"God, I hope so. Otherwise everyone would get boring, _fast_," he replied sarcastically.

Hanna laughed and sat down next to him.

"So what's that you're reading?"

"The book that creeped you out years ago," he said grabbing the book that was now wedged between them. "_The Land of Blood and Ice_. I just felt like re-reading it."

Hanna reached out her hand to take it and he put it in her hands.

"Wow. I can't believe you still have this," she said as she turned it over, examining it.  
>"I know most people use e-books now, but I've had this copy for a while. It's a nice story to carry around."<br>"What, people screaming for their lives while a killer is on the loose?"

"Well, I just meant it's nice to have a hard copy and not something electronic. Anyway...How are you feeling these days?"

Hanna titled her head toward him. She knew exactly what he was referring to.

"Spencer and I are fine. I'm still a little sore over Caleb, but I think I just need to stay clear of guys for a while."

Gabe looked at her confused.

"Oh! Don't look at me like that," Hanna said annoyed. "You know what I mean."

She handed him back his book.

"I also wanted to say something else...I'm sorry for taking my anger out on you. You were just being honest and I didn't want to listen to you."

He smiled softly.

"I'm sorry too. I know you asked for honesty, but I shouldn't have lost my patience like that."

She didn't reply to that. Instead she put her hand on her face as if she were slowly face-palming herself.

"We both lost our tempers, Gabe. Let's not sugarcoat it," she said through her hand, muffled.

He turned toward her. "You're right. But despite that...I actually kind of liked the honesty. Lies just make everything so much more complicated, you know?"

Hanna removed her hand from her face and looked at him.

"Trust me. I know what you mean."

**~*TWO HOURS LATER - LUCAS'S APARTMENT*~**

"It feels so strange to still be here," Hanna said as she walked down the stairs - she had just returned from the bathroom.

"Why do you say that?" Spencer asked her from the table as she stirred her coffee with a spoon.

"We haven't gotten any 'A-moji' messages since I came back from that night. Well...At least not since 'A' tried to throw Holbrook under the bus," Hanna replied as she got off the last step.

"Why are we even still here? I know they haven't found Charlotte's killer, but surely they don't need us here anymore, right?" Aria asked from the couch.

"Well we can't just get up and leave. Ali's in that hospital and Hanna's kidnapper is still on the loose remember?" Emily said, a worried expression on her face. She was sitting next to Aria.

"We know Em. But she's safe. Isn't that what matters most here? Maybe in a strange and lucky twist, 'A' decided to run for the hills and stay there," Hanna said with her arms crossed.

"Or 'A' is still waiting to unleash Sara Harvey on us so she can continue her reign of terror," Spencer said before she took a sip of her coffee.

"Hmm. 'The devil's agents may be of flesh and blood, may they not?'" Hanna replied.

The girls whipped their heads toward her, surprised.

"What? It's from the guy who wrote those Sherlock Holmes books."

They continued to stare at her. Hanna sighed heavily.

"Holbrook told me. God, I can't believe I remembered that."

The other girls looked at each other awkwardly.

"What?"

Hanna was clueless.

"You've been spending an awful lot of time with him lately," Emily said.

Hanna looked from girl to girl.

"What? No! No. Gabe and I...we're just friends."

"As far as we know, you're the only one who actually calls him by his first name. That's pretty intimate for two people that just reunited after five years apart," Spencer told her smiling.

"Wha-?" Hanna opened and closed her mouth and stammered before speaking again.

"Well...Tanner calls him 'Gabriel.' So I'm not the only one who calls him by his first name."

"Yeah, but you gave him a nickname," Aria said coyly.

Hanna brushed off their implications.

"Can we just get back to 'A' please?"

"What 'A'? They've been quiet for a while now," Aria told her.

Knock Knock!

The girls jumped.

"I may have spoken too soon," Aria said as she got up from the couch. Spencer didn't waste any time and went straight for the door. She waited a couple of seconds to allow the deliverer time to leave, and then she opened the door; the other girls followed.

At their feet they found a small brown package with a note taped to the front of it:

**OPEN ME OPEN ME**

**THINK YOU CAN HANDLE IT?**

**WE'LL SEE WE'LL SEE**

**:)**

"A message. What a surprise," Emily said with a roll of her eyes. Spencer leaned down to grab it, but before she could-

"Don't open it!" Hanna yelled at her.

"Why?"

"Just wait, Spence," Hanna told her calmly. She ran over to the couch and grabbed a tissue from the table, then she went back to the door and picked up the small package with one hand. She checked outside to make sure no one was listening, and then she closed the door with her other hand. She didn't say anything as she walked over to the table and dropped the package there.

The other girls made their way around the table.

"We can't open this," she whispered to them.

"Why are you whispering?" Aria asked her.

"We have to take this to the police," Hanna told her with a low voice.

"Hanna!" Emily said, shocked.

"Look guys," she said slightly raising her voice. "I know it's not exactly ideal but...If we bring this to the cops they might be able to help us with it."

"This is because of Holbrook isn't it?" Aria asked her annoyed.

"As a matter of fact, yes it is Aria. We can't keep hiding things from the police anymore. It's what got us into trouble so many times in the past. We've dodged too many bullets too many times."

"And you're sure we should go to them?" Spencer asked her carefully.

"I'm not a hundred percent sure, but I do trust Gabe. We're gonna bring this to him first."

"Just a friend huh?" Aria muttered under her breath.

"Cat got your tongue, Aria? I'm gonna need you to speak up a little louder," Hanna told her sarcastically.

**~*HALF-AN-HOUR LATER-ROSEWOOD POLICE STATION*~**

Gabe spotted her from the window as she walked into the police station. She was with Spencer, Emily, and Aria, all of them with anxious expression on their faces. Except for Hanna, who looked genuinely happy to see him. She was carrying what looked like a box under her jacket, and he noticed that she was wearing gloves.

He immediately walked over to them.

"Hey," he said to Hanna. "Hi, girls," he said to the rest. They each murmured a "hello" back.

"What's that?" He asked pointing to the box in her hands.

Hanna gestured for him to follow her a few feet away from the other girls so that they could have a little privacy.

"Someone dropped this off at Lucas' apartment today, and I think it's from the person who kidnapped me" she whispered to him.

"And you're sure it's for you?" He whispered back, crossing his arms.

"I have a pretty good feeling," she told him, her voice still low.

Gabe looked to the other police officers who all seemed to be busy doing their own thing. Then he looked at Hanna, and the others.

"Okay. Let's go to my office," he said normally.

**~*TEN MINUTES LATER-ROSEWOOD POLICE STATION*~**

"Alright, so I just called Tanner, and she's gonna be here in fifteen minutes. I also gave the box to some people in evidence who are gonna make sure that it's safe," Gabe said as he sat down at the head of the table in his office.

"Thank you," Hanna told him softly. She was sitting close to him with Spencer next to her, while Emily and Aria sat on the other side of the table.

Aria cleared her throat dramatically, and Hanna frowned at her.

"So in the meantime…Hanna?"

Hanna looked at him.

"You told me that you all had something you needed to tell me. What is it?" Gabe asked her.

"I'm not sure how to begin."

"That's okay."

"Alright..." she put her hands on the table and folded them "Did you ever hear what Charlotte did to us?"

Gabe paused for a moment as if he wasn't sure he should reply to her question.

"In a manner of speaking, yes," he said calmly.

"Well..." Hanna looked around the table waiting for their approval. They nodded. "We think it might be happening again."

"Wait…You think that the person who stalked you and kidnapped you…You think they're copying Charlotte?"

"Yes. Look, the messages are one thing, but this person tried to kill all of us at least once. Hell, for all we know, it could be two people stalking us. One who wants revenge for Charlotte's murder, and one who wants to frame us for the exact same murder."

"Well you're gonna need a lot more evidence to convince Tanner."

Hanna smiled.

"I know."

She took out her cellphone from her pocket and flipped through the screen until she found what she was looking for.

"There. I took a screenshot of the message a few days after I got back from the hospital. Once I knew that you and Tanner were serious about the kidnapping investigation and Charlotte's murder, I just knew I had to save it. In case something ever happened to it."

She handed the phone to him. Gabe raised his eyebrows in shock as he read over the message.

**Leave my friends alone. I killed Charlotte.**

****** If you're lying I [.../\] all of you.**

**It's the truth. I'll call the cops.**

****** NO {* *}**

****** This is between you and me.**

**I need one more day.**

****** It'll be your last.**

"Okay," he handed the phone back to Hanna. "Tanner needs to see this,_ immediately_," he told them.

**AUTHOR'S NOTE: I think that's a good place to end it. Also, let's pretend I know exactly what I'm doing as I attempt to write a little mystery in this. Writing this story is definitely fun, but I'm always having to remind myself that I've got college work, and all that other stuff. But sometimes when you have an idea, you just can't get away from it, you know? That's why I tend to write dialogue first before I do anything else. At least then I have some idea where the story is going. Until next time!**


End file.
